Raymond Carver

Wind buffeted the car and whistled by outside the windows. He was
driving as if we were late for work. But we weren'’t late. We had lots of
time, and I told him so.

Nevertheless, he cranked it up. We passed the turnoff and kept going,
We were moving by then, heading straight toward the mountains. He
took the cigar out of his mouth and put it in his shirt pocket. ““‘I borrowed
some money and had this baby overhauled,” he said. Then he said he
wanted me to see something. He punched it and gave it everything he
could. I fastened my seat belt and held on.

“Go,” 1 said. ““What are you waiting for, George?”” And that’s when
we really flew. Wind howled outside the windows. He had it floored, and
we were going flat out. We streaked down that road in his big unpaid-for
car.



